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ARREST OF SLOPER. 
“A raid has been made on ‘ The Sloperies,’ and Poor Papa has been arrested by the Police. Personally, I know very little of the matter ; but, from what 
the Dook tells me, it appears that, for some time past, Mr. Moses has been conducting a Betting Club in one of the upstairs rooms at ‘99.’ The Police are in no 
way to blame ; the affair was forced upon them by the Home Secretary. There wasn’t a dry eye amongst the Constables engaged, and the whole thing has caused 
a deep gloom throuyhout the Force. It is hoped, however, that ‘ Auuy Stoper’s Curistmas Howtpays’ will appear on the 8th, as already announced.” —Toortsie. 


THE BELL NUISANCE. A GHOST GONE WRONG. 


THERE are, of course, at the present day, many thousands 
of honest people who believe in ghosts, but, at any time, no 
ghost was surely ever held in more respect than that of the 
Unknown Man—until it was found out. 

In 1726, a rather sly and shifty looking countryman, 
called Honoré Mirabel, charged one Auquier, a well-to-do 
ftorekeeper at Marseilles, with swindling him out of a large 
sum of money. Mirabel stated that one night, near. the 
farmhouse at which he worked, the ghost of a strange man 
he had never seen before suddenly appeared before him and 
pointed out a spot where a treasure lay buried, and, at the 
same time, told him that he had but to dig for it, and, in 
return, to pay for some masses for his, the ghost’s, soul. 
The treasure amounted to twenty ocand: livres, and 
Mirabel, in gratitude, bought the ghost twenty sous worth 
of mass, 

Mirabel did not himself at once set to work to dig, and, 
like most people in his place would have done, keep his 
vc. Ww ty ad secret, but at once he knocked up an old woman, who kept 
wine 7) ‘ \ a farm hard by, and her man-servant Bernard, and the trio 
set forth, without losing a moment, and dug up the gold, 
which was tied up in an old rag. Having givena few pieces 
to his friends, who refused a larger share, he hid his trea. 


“ "9: inutes intervened, and an old lady appeared 3, Suddenly the door was opened. A demoniac laugh, , nS Pir 
han urthedooe witha breiminnoe hy dover onthenenen iemantheercajantsvieh aunty'Cacyr and the octane aporared tie Sonnets Wine; Sure for some time, but, fearing for its safety, he at iat 
fix my electric battery to the bell, Itll warm them ing hold of the bell, she pulls it vigorously, and then— aunt, isit you?" “Yon fiend!" hissed the old lady. gave it to the storekeeper to guard for him, and from it, 
una bit next time they ring.” but there, we will draw a veil over her shrieks, etc, “Away! you are no nephew of mine. Farewell!” from time to time, to hand him small sums, Auquier signing 
woh 
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an acknowledgment of its being in his custody. Shortly after this, 
however, he was attacked and wonnded one night by a man whose 
fizure, as he fled, he thought he recognized as that of Auquier ; and 
as soon as hisslight wounds were healed, he called upon him,and, on 
demanding his money, what was his astonishment when the store- 
keeper bluntly swore that he had never seen a single penny piece 
of it? 

In support of Mirabel’s rather surprising story, @ man came for- 
ward to swear that he had gone with Mirabel to Bag ty house, 
and, standing at a little distance, had distinctly seen } lirabel hand 
him two bag-, and receive, m return, a piece of paper. One of 
these bags was tied by a bit of gold coloured ribbon, Another 
witness swore that Mirabel had shown him, hidden in a wall,a bag 
of gold pieces, A piece of gold coloured ribbon was found at 
Anquier’s house, but no gold. Auquier said Mirabel had told him 
a cock and bull story of 1 treasure, and had borrowed a small sum 
of money of him, and that was all. The old lady Mirabel had 
knocked up gave a very muddled account of the midnight digging. 
and the servant Bernard was not called, but Auquier was sentenced 
to be tortured, so that a confession might be wrung from him, 

An appeal was, however, made, and a new trial followed. One 
counsel treated the ghost with the utmast solemnity,and the other 
side chaffed him. The old Indy retracted her evidence as to any- 
thing being found, and somebody casually suggesting that the 
man-servant ought to have been called, he was, and swore that. 
though Mirabel and he certainly did diz, they as certainly failed 
to find anything whatever, and that, after awhile, the digging was 
voted by the witness to be downright foolery. He also added that 
Mirabel had shown him a paper, which he said had cost him a 
crown to draw up, the receipt being, he believed, the same paper ; 
and three experts found that the receipt was a clumsy forgery. 
Auquier then proved that on the day he was supposed to have giveu 
it he was in another part of the country. 

Mirabel was now put to the torture, and confessed that the whole 
story wasa lie, prompted by a bitter enemy of the storekeeper's. 
This man and Mirabe were condemned to the galleys for life. The 
old lady was fined, and the two other perjurers hung up by the 
arm-pits in a public place to be pelted with offal. 


* * . . * * 

“ Pretty good hard offal, too, some of it, T'll bet a na'p'ny,” mur- 
mured Alexandry, “such as three cornered flints. In such a case, 
give me bad eggs for choice.” 

There was a very bad one close handy, and Billiam let him 


have it. 
(Vert week, “ The Barber's Ghost.”) 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 

bred Corsmpencents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned 
should inclose a stumped enrelupe large enough to contain th 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Rocky.—Thank you, but the Eminent is not fond of stickjavw. 
hia teeth are not quite what they were, you know.——EXPECTANT. 
—You are correct in your supposition, December 8th is the day 
upon which creation will sit up and gasp.— a. H. L. (Durham. )— 

efore we remembered that sodangerous a lunatic as you evidently 
are would, of course, have your head shaved, we intended to request 
you to“ keep your hair on."——ARTHUR OWEN.—(1). You would 
doubtless find the wark you require in the library of the British 
Museum.—(2). Yea; free. A CuTrLeR.—Thanks for letter 
and weapon, The blade looks trusty. As Jonson's Captain Bob- 
adil says,“ A most perfect Toledo, Tassure you, sir. ‘ou talk of 
Morglay Excalibur, Durindana or so tut !"——¥. 8.— Your ques- 
tion has been answered hundreds of times in the affirmatice.— 
NeRo.— You are wrong ; it would be incorrect to describe a man as 
connected with the Press, simply because he turns the mangle at a 
laundry.—JANE.— No, he was a hutcher,——C,. CUTTISON.—A. 
SLOPER begs to be excused from adecising you upon so delicate « 
matter.—-H. CREWE.—Do not _seck to pierce the dark mystery. 
Tt would avail you nothing —EFFIE PARKER.— We were joking, 
of course, dear girl —-BRIGHAM.— We ay mpathise with you, but 
you must wait patiently until you are lucky, 


—— 
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And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 
Largest Number of Words, made out of the following 23 Letters :— 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Ss 

“CONSIDERING the milliards of people as lives in the great 

meterologist of London,” observed Mrs. Clumberbump, the other 

evening, “I'm sure we ought to be very grateful to the railway 

companies that they've built so many stations as they have, for 

what we should do without their acclamation, I'm sure I don’t 
know.” ae 
. 


Edwin (trying to make poetry (2) ). Give mea rhyme for “ bliss,” 
darling? 
Angelina. Let me see! “ Kiss "—“ this "—“ miss "—— 
[And he did so before she could get any further, And then 
she declared that she didn't mean it, 


. 
THERF was a young lady, alack! 
Who seated herself on a tack ; 
When | went to assist, 
She just lifted her fist 
And gave ine an eye that was black. 
zs * 
* 

SPILLIKIN has not been what he should be lately. There are 
holes in the carpet and stairs; there is a wound across his nose. 
And, last night, when policeman X was on his beat he saw some- 
one holding his umbreilathrough the area railings. It was Spillikin, 
who was under the impression that he was fishing for trout in 
Lochnagar. And this all came from the old Scotch business again. 

se 


Amateur Organist (te Elderly’ Retainer). Oh, John, T wish you 
would come and blow the organ for me this morning at St. Peter's, 
lam going to practise for an hour or two. 

Elderly Retainer. | be werry sorry, sir, but I’ve got the brown- 
kitus that bad that I'm afeard [ ain't got wind enough, 


———— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 344.—The “ Parliamentary ” Costume. 


Schoolmistress, Perhaps, Master 
Boggs, you will give me the «efi- 
nition of “darling”? Bogs 
(ansious to please), You—you're 
one, if you please, mum ! 


WELL MATCHED. 
“Oh, you darling pussy!” 
“Ob, you dear old duck !” 

(And 80 on.) 


Short sighted Old Lady (who mistakes waiter for someone else). Goodness gracious 
me! is it you, Sir Charles? It is such a long time since 1 have had the pleasure 
of seeing you. What have you been doing lately ? 

Waiter. Nothing much, mum; only serving two ladies with glasses of wine! 


> 


THEY COMPARE STATURE. 

“Blimey, Cholly, if I ain't a little 
‘igher!" ““Yuns, ‘Enery, that is right; 
you're a little liar!” 


“Gtve you my word, Jack, I should 
n't have known you-—you look quite 
good looking. It must be that tall 
hat that dues it.” 


0 


(Saturday, November 29, 1890, 


ES a a — a. 


THERE is no doubt about it that Tootsie is the most economical 
well governed and well roeoeeee girl that ever proved the electric 
joy of a humble househol She never wastes anything. To see 
the number of lovely lamp shades she made for the poor of 
Lambeth, out of long disused silk inexpressibles of her theatrical 
career, is really a credit to her. Why, if you were to leave that 
girl on a desert island, next morning she would be seen, and a 
pretty sight too, climbing up to the top of highest palm-trees to 

ther cocoanuts, which she would afterwards grind into flour for 

read, from a machine made out of odd wires of her dress 
improver. Ske is a wonderful person, y 
* 


= 
THE weather's chill, 
The wind is cold, 
And, yes—I'm ill 
With snufily cold. 


All hope is dead, 
All joy is fallow ; 
Cold in head, 
And nose in tallow, 
Bad girl! "tis right 
That ree should suffer ; 
Silk socks! chill night! 
You little duffer 


. 
“ Yrs,” said Uncle Boffin, “may all the blessings, dear ALLY, be 
showered on your head that you really amarvat “Thank you,” 
said ALLY, “you are indeed kind,” and Uncle Boffin laughed con- 
sumedly. “1 shouldn't get a slop pail to catch them deserved 
blessings. A thimble, with half a black draught cork in the bottom 
would do,” *\° 


Alderman Gobbles. So this terrible pain is caused by indigestion 
eh? Well, and what's the remedy? 

Doctor. | cannot give you better advice than that which is attri- 
bed to the celebrated Abernethy : “Live on sixpenve a day and 
earn it.” 

Alderman Gobbles (with a shudder). Humph! 1'd rather have 
the indigestion. *,* 


THERE is nothing like having a enap camera. Our friend Jones, 
the t forty-eight buttoned t importer, sends one round free 
toall the tramcar conductors in London. By these he gets the 
finest results. There are no boots like his, as he clearly shows, in 
any shop in the whole vast metropolis. 

-* 
* 
Chandler's Shop. Enter Boy. 

Boy. 1 want somethin’ for mother, but strike me pink if I ain't 
clean forgot it. 

Rev. Mr. Canter. Hush, boy! hush! suppose the Lard was to 
take you at your word, and— 

Boy. That's just wot | wanted, guv'nor—a quarter of lard, please 
—the best bladder. 72 

> 


“WHAT a useful thing the Clinical Thermometer is! 1 use it in all 
my cases,’ observed young Sawbones. “ Ah, I suppose you cure your 
patients by degrecs, then,” said a friend. 


* 
OF all the annoyances, worries and strife, 
That I have met with in voyaging through life— 
Excepting, of course, when I married a wife, 
Thus for ever my foolishness proving— 
I know of none more provoking or worse, 
Or likcly to make e’en a clergyman curse, 
Or worry a nervous man into his hearse, 
Than the job (in wet weather) of moving. 


. 

Av the Dogs’ Home Sunday school, the parable of the Good 
Samaritan had just been read, and the teacher commenced question- 
ing the class upon it. “Now, Master Sloper,” said he, “when the 
thieves left the poor man, who was the first to come by? eer he 
first to come by !” repeated the hope of Mildew Court, who had not 
been paying much attention, “ Why, a bobby, I should think !” 

.-* 


* 
Overheard in Our Arca. | ; 

Calan Young Butcher, Good morning, Miss ; any orders this 
mornin’ 

Mary Anne, 1 do wish as how you wouldn't call me Miss, it is 
that common. ; 

Gallant Young Butcher, Lor’ now! what would yer like me to 
call yer, then? 

Mary Anne. Why, Madermerzel, of co’rse! That's what our 


governess is called, and I'm sure I’m as good as her. 
s¢ 


* 

“WHat! my dear,” exclaimed Mr. Penhecker. “Want to go 
down to Ramsgate for change of air? Oh, dear! you women arc 
always wanting change.” “And reason enough,” replied Mrs. 
Penhecker. “Before inarriage 1 was foolish enough to want to 
change my condition, and since 1 married you, I want to more than 
ever.” + 


SCENE—A Swell Stationer's. Enter Poor Man. 
Poor Man. A penny packet of paper and envelopes, please. 
aveil Assistant. Er—Our tirm do not keep anything so common 
as that. 
Poor Man. Humph! I wonder they keep you, then. 
Swell Assistant. They do not keep me, my friend. They pay me 
my salary and I—cr—keep mnyself, 


* 
“TI say, dad,” said young Sharpshins, “ what's the meaning of 
the expression ‘Making twain one tHesh"? " “When horsetlesh and 
pork fat are mixed up to make mutton pies,” replied Old Sharpshins. 


* 
SHE sto , she smiled 
Her hie 4 toe uiled— ; ; 

1 had been drinking stout and mild. 


She smiled, she stopped, 
A shy glance dropped— 
* My heart was copped. 


She glanced, she looked— 
My heart was cooked, 
oo [ was iar nk 
‘or two pots and a heart cake. 
a —Trumbull and Sugar Candy. 
s* 
* ae 
Nopopy can be more grandiloquent than The Eminent when he 
isin the humour. The other day he noticed that the office we 
had a dirty face, and, calling to the porter, he exclaimed, “ Patrics. 
take that filthy boy to the lavatory and lave him there. a 
porter dragged the unwilling boy away by the ear, and, after ars : 
nis howls ceased. In about an hour ALLY inquired, “ Where is t ‘ 
boy? I want him to go out.” “ He's in the lava-tory, sor, replivd 
the porter. “What do you mean?” cried ALLY. “ Whoy, shure, 
yer honour tould me to dare him in the lava-tory, 60, Oi left him 
there, and thritened to break his neck if he came out. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture tobe given toone of the readers of * ALLY SLOPER'S HALT-HOlh 
DAY,” is an ol painting by J. YATES CARRINGTON, measuring 60 in. X Slam, 
a massive gold srame, and entitled, 


“TEUFEL THE TERRIER.” 


Make ONE, APPLICATION ONLY. by sending an Envelope with this annown 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address,any (ime before Deeemberss'© 


Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” EC 
“THE SLOPERINS,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


9° This Picture is on View every friday wlernoun ceteeen 3 p.m. and 6 p.m. 
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Saturday, November 29, 1890.) 
“BOGIE MAN UP TO DATA.” 


“On! whist! whist! whist! Here comes the bogie man! Now, 
go to bed, you baby—You, Tommy, Nell and Dan. Oh! whist! 
whist! whist! He'll catch you 
if he can, And all the popsey- 
wopseys wop, Run from the 
bogie man.” 

Only this is the out of doors 
edition, and if you want the 
article with the proper Lonnen 
hall!-mark, you must step inside 
the Gaiety show, and plank down 
your good money, and, let me tell 
you, you ie ge rere the out- 
lay, thou ought, perhaps, to 
add book early, for George 
Edwardes is doing tremendous 
business, and the night 1 was 
there, | couldn't see a vacant 
seat in the whole house. 

The doddering Dook (Snook 
by name) tells me that, when he 
was a gay young man (an event 
which must have been distant), 
W. G. Ross electrified the town, 
and brought crowds nightly to 
the “Cyder Cellars” in Maiden 
Lane, to;hear the death “chaunt” 
of Sam Hall, chimney swee 
and murderer, who described, 
with terrible earnestness, sit- 
ting the while astride a chair, 
with his elbows resting on the 
back, and a pipe in one hand 
how he “went up Holborn Hill 
in a cart"; how “at St. Giles'’s 
he took ‘his gill’”; how “the 

rson patterd prayers,” and 

ow “the bell tolled,” and how, 
at hearing it, he cursed the soul of the ringer with terrible vindic- 
tiveness. Ata later date, the Dook Snook saw Robson, the great 
little actor, at the Olympic, as a fiendish “ Yellow Dwarf,” who sang 
nsong and danced a dance never to be forgotten, and later, J. F. 
Brvan, who but lately died, and whose widow presides over the 
refreshment room at the Novelty, where, by the way, I saw the 
other night, a capital entertainment, sang “ Dancing Mad,” and cut 
weird capers bet ween the verses of his strangeand eee clever 
performance. This style of acting has been seen but very little of 
during late vears, with, perhaps, the excepion of the Ghost Scene 
in Les Cloches de Corneville,and Lonnen | a: done well to treat José 
seriously. His render- 
ing of the “Bogie 
Man” song is an im- 
mense success, and the 
accompaniment and 
business are delight- 
ful. Lonnen has made 
a big hit. The com- 
ser of the “ Bogie 
Man,” I might men- 
tion, is not the party 
named Bizet, more or 
less rome. con- 
nected with the origi- 
ual opera of Carmen, 
The story of the opera 
ix, however, pretty well 
adhered to. The scene 
is given in which the 
hero is captivated by 
the artful gipsy, and 
José’s flight, his join- 
ing the smugglers, his 
duel, and the scene 
outside the bull-ring. 
But a lot ef fun, comic 
business and clever 
burlesque are intro- 
duced. A little of 
Bizet’s music is also 
introduced, but the 
ereater part of it has 
been supplied by 
Meyer Lutz in_ his 
best form — full of 
melody and spirit. Florence St. John is a bright and agree- 
able Carmen, singing charmingly. Maria Jones, with her donkey cart 
is wonderfully good. Letty Lind, as usual, dances delightfully, and 
ie a bull fight dance with a murderous looking sword, Florence 

sivey, Eva Greville, Alice Gilbert and Maude Wilmot doa Danse 
Fantastique,which fetches the Johnnies. Alma Stanley is a lively 
little Escamillo. Haslem, Horace Mills, and Minshull are excellent 
in what they have to do, especially Mills, and Arthur Williams, as 
the Captain bold, cram full of funny gags, wheezes, and cleverly 
improvised business, does an enormous deal to keep the ball rolling, 
and the public well pleased Up to Data. A little ditference between 
him and the musical director when suddenly called upon for a 
hornpipe, which he holds 
to be a gross indignity, 
is screamingly funny, but 
Arthur, | must say, never 
loses half a chance. He 
is an old friend of mine, 
and I like him better 
every time I see hii. 

1 must not, by the way, 
omit to mention the 
Hidalgos, who are a joy 
to look upon and hear 
speak, and are by name 
Flo Henderson, E, Ro- 
bina, Minnie Ross and 
Madge Mildren. Beyond 
these, too, there is a 
crowd of mixed loveli- 
ness, all young, graceful 
and gracious. 1 recently 
read a copy of verses, 
entitled “Carmina Car- 
menis,” in which the poet 
very hapwfily, if. per- 
chance a little boldly, 
addresses by nameall the 
fair ones on the Gaiety 
stage. It was in the 
Hawk of October 7th, 
and you ought to havea 
look at it. 

I was told by anelderly 
Johnnie, who sat next to 
me in the stalls and was 
very effusive, that the 
Gaiety shows of late are 
much more lively than they used to be in times past. Being, as I 
believe I have before mentioned, eighteen years of age, I can’t speak 
from experience, but a Gaiety show now is Lay ba eee amusing. 

lhe mysterious foreign peince has been seen by the potboy at the 
ie Mouse Trap and Toothbrush” hanging about the Doggeries, 
uel sjancing at the residence of your only Tootsie. Whom 
cin he be 


Carmen: José: 
FLORENCE St. JOHN. E. J. LONNEN, 


Capt. Zuniga: Michaila: 
ARTHUR WILLIAMS. MARIA JONES. 
Escamillo: ALMA STANLEY. 


Mercedes: LETTY LIND. 
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“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” November 29th, 1890. 
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The List for this week will elose on Tuesday evening next, 
December 2nd. The List for November 22nd willbe published in 
the “HALF-HOLIDAY” for December 6th, 


225th WEEK. 
LIST FOR NOVEMBER 18th. 


“Sloper” Watches have been given to the following :— 


1, JOSEPH WARD, Fishmonger, 6 World's End Passage, King’s Road, Chelsea. 
Age, 19 years. Subscriber—6 years, 2 weeks. LONDON, 

2 Miss KATE HAPPUs, Waistcoat Maker, 11 Oxford Street, Whitechapel. 
Age, 27 years. Subscriber—5 years, 35 weeks, LONDON, 

3. WALTER PHILLIPS, Policeman, 24 White Hart Square, Lower Kennington 
Lane. Age, 48 years, Subscriber—6 years, 6 weeks, LONDON, 

4. F. THORNTON, Student, 14 Castelnau Gardens. Age, 14 years, Subscriber 
—about 5 years, BARNES. 

5. WALTER SCOTT, Messenger, 2 St. Luke's Crescent, Totterdown. Age, 15 
years. Subscriber —since commencement. BRISTOL. 

6. GEORGE THOMSON, Engineer, 17 Dundee Terrace. Age, 18 years. Sub- 
scriber—6 years, 14° weeks. EDINBURGH. 

7. ALEXR, ADAMS, Gardener, 3 West View, West End. Age, 46 years. Sub- 
scriber—since commencement. ESHER. 

8. R. BRIGGS, Butcher, Marshland Road. Age, 30 years, Subscriber—over 
GOOLE. 


6 years. 
9 JouN MUTR, Royal Marine, H.M.S. Ajar, Age, 23 years, Subscriber—5 


years, GREENOCK. 
10. GEO. W. BONE, Groom, Wigzett Lodge. Age, 19 years, Subscriber —5 

years. HALESWORTH. 
1l. HERBERT BAILEY, Clerk, 2 Union Street South. Age, 22 years. Sub- 


scriber—5} B rie . 

12, ROWLAND THOMAS, Gardener, Sea View Cottage, Baldslow, Silverhill. 

Age, 27 Si Subscriber 53 years. } T 
13. EDWARD WILEY, Bootfinisher, 27 Stourton Place. Age, 27 years. Sub- 
scriber —since commencement. 

14. FREDERICK EATON. Age, 47 years. Subscriber—since October, 1884, 
INGOLDISTHORPE (Norfolk). 

15. HENRY STEGGLES, Labourer. Age, 48 years. Subscriber—5S years, 5 
months. LOWER WEEDON (Northamptonshire). 

16, WILLIAM M. WARREN, 58 Queen's Road. Age, 53 years. Subscriber— 
6 years, 12 weeks. NORWICH. 

17. HENRY KULKE, Storekeeper, 9 Stanwell Crescent. Age, 45 years. Sub- 
scriber—since commencement. PENARTH. 

18, WILLIAM McKAY, Potter, 2 Collin Place, Age, 54 years. Subscriber— 
over 5 years. SOUTHWICH. 

9 WILLIAM CHANDLER, Head Porter, L. & S. W. Ry. Age, 45 years. 
Subscriber—over 5 years. TOUTING (Surrey). 

20. FREDERICK GREEN, Carpenter, Capel House Lodge. Age, 20 years. 
riber—since March, 1885, WALTHAM CROSS, 


~ 


GIRLS TO GET ON WITH. 
No. 2.—THE GIRL IN THE PRIVATE BAR, 


ANOTHER girl you'll find it not 
Impossible to spoon with— 

To kiss and hug an awful lot, 
And spend an afternoon with— 

Ts she whose nightly duties are 

To serve behind the Private Bar, 


Your pa and ma, and sisters, too, 
Will very likely tell you 

That barmaids aren't a proper crew— 

But don't you let them sell you. 

The best of knowing them is this— 

You're never hard up fora kiss ! 


“ Are not a proper crew,” indeed ! 
“ And turn you, as a swivel, 

To ways from which you should recede!" 
What idiotic drivel! 

As though we wanted to be told, 

Like children only twelve years old! 


We know a girl close by our court, 
Who serves us with our whisky, 

And she’s a very proper sort— 
Perhaps a trifle frisky, 

And fond of flirting with the men ; 

But, even if she is, what then? 


A girl in her position can't 
Behave so circumspectly, 

Like some old grumpy maiden aunt— 
She'd get the sack directly. 

No decent publican would stand 

A girl who treated you off-hand, 


Just fancy if the girl who drew 

Your glass of stout or bitter 
Refused a tender squeeze or two! 

You'd feel inclined to hit her. 
The notion that a fellow's err'd 
Because a barmaid he’s preferr’d 
Is positively too absurd ! 

—Don JUAN, JUNIOR 
—_——.@————— 


THE SAME—YES, THE SAME OLD STORY. 
Jock has been making the boys laugh agnin. He turned up, the 
other morning, with a watery eye and awfully shaky. He called 
for the refreshing beverage (Scotch, cold), and then essayed to get 
it up to his mouth. First the right hand; no good. Then the left ; 
equally ineffectual. Ultimately, he had to use both hands to raise 
the glass to his lips. He gavea sigh of satisfaction, and, turning 
round, observed, “Ah! ye may laugh, boys, but it isn't what you 
think. It's writer's cramp, that’s what it is ; and that reminds m= 
of my mother’s cousin's uncle who,” etc., etc. 


” ZWoUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY," the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have engaged, Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address), <All letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THB SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.O. 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above regulations, 
Cwwing to he enormous number of letters received, Answers cannot be guaran.eed 
teithin a mouth, but will be Jurwarded as early as possible, 
’ e 
| 


\ 
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“LORD SHANDYGAFF'S BRIDE. 


THE Marquis of Fourarf was flabbergasted—thunderstricken ! 
Had a peripatetic comet, ina moment of playfulness, whisked its 
glowing tail against 
the rotary axis of our 
planetary abode and 
whirled us all to 
smithereens, he 
might possibly have 
expressed some 
slight astonishment, 
or even ventured 
upon a few gentle- 
manly — expostula- 
tions. But that his 
second son, ea 
Shandygaff, should 
have married a pro- 
fessional vocalist, a 
—shade of his beer 
nurtured ancestors ! 
—a serio - comic— 
that was an event 
so entirely without 
the pale of ail 
recognized laws, 
either human or 
divine, that he felt 
himself powerless to 
utter a syllable, So, 
having mentally be- 
stowed upon them 
his curse, he washed 
his hands of the 
matter and ignored 
their existence. 

Yet, what a bright, winsome, lovable, kissable, cuddlesome little 
thing she was! When she bounded upon the stage at the “Spoo- 
fillion,” and with wicked piroutte and artless smile sang her great 
song, “ The Toff with his Trousers in Pawn,” the enraptured house 
would rise as one man, and endanger the safety of the roof by pro- 
longed simoons of applause. No wonder poor Lord Shandygaff 
lost that weak, vacillating portion of his internal machinery which 
did duty for his heart, particularly when it is recorded that Edna 
Lyle was ten times more fascinating off the stage than on, 

And it wasn't a bad spec., even froma tinancial point of view. 
Zim Zim (that was Edna's professional appellation) could earn her 
hundred guineas a week at the halls, while directly it became 
known she had married into the peerage, not only were her earn- 
ings trebled, but the demand for her services far exceeded the 
possible supply ; and Shandygaff, who had had to exist on some- 
thing under fifteeu shillingsa week (the little property he possessed 
being mortgaged up to the last flower-pot), felt that he'd scored 

for the first time 
c) in his life, as, in 
. ; WC: addition to her 
charms and name, 
the little woman 
was true as steel, 
straight as a gun 
barrel and “wide 
as the Gulé of 
Mexico.” 

Now, the Mar- 
quis, who was 
egg ignorant of 
his daughter-in- 
law’s professional 
cognomen, chanc- 
ing to be in town, 
and feeling utterly 
dull — not to say 
aged —wandered 
one evening, by 
chance, into the 

“ Spoofillion.” 
Presently, amidst 
deafening plaudits, 
the fascinating Zim 
Zim waltzed lightly 
to the front and 
sang her latest ditty, 
‘That's how | Com- 
bed his Hair.” 

The house was enthralled ; the Marquis enraptured. Never, in 
the whole course of his not altogether spotless life, had he beheld 
such a vision of loveliness, . 

He felt quite a stripling again, and, half an hour later, a magni- 
ficent bouquet, to which was attached the Marquis’ card, bearing his 
address and a few tender expressions, found its way tothe stage door. 

Picture his delight on receiving, the following day, a delicately 
perfumed little note, overflowing with prettily expressed thanks 
for his exquisite flowers, and concluding with an invitation to 
supper at her—Zim Zim'’s—private residence that very evening. 

Re seemed as though the day would never 8, but when, about 
midnight, he found himself seated alone with his bewitching hostess 
at an elegantly appointed table, he fairly lost his head, and, ere he 
had swallowed a second glass of champagne, he was on his knees 
before the object of his adoration, But just in the midst of an 
impassioned declaration, he felt himself seized violently by the 
collar, and shook icosaly o while a furious voice exclaimed : 

“Villain! what do you here with my wife?” 

Twisting round in blank, and it must be confessed, half-strangled 


“The Toff with his Trousers in Pawn,” 


A magnificent bouquet. 


dismay, he be- OZ : 
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with _ horror, 
he endeavour- 
ed to stammer 
forth some ex- 
planation, 
when the 
rentle voice of 
Fim Zim broke 
in with: 

“For shame, 
Shandy! 
Don’t you see 
it is your dear 
father? Hehas 
repented of 
his cruel 
harshness to- 
wards us, and 
was just im- 
ploring my 

forgiveness 
for his blue- 
blooded  bru- 
tality. But 
we're recon- 
ciled now; and 
I shall be pre- 
sented at Court,” throwing her arms around the old man’s neck. 

Could the Marquis deny this? Not he. In fact, he felt absolutel 

rateful for what he considered her presence of mind, and it’s need- 

ess to add that, at the present time, Lady Shandygaff is one of the 
brightest and most particular stars in the aristocratic firmament, 


Half strangled. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, November 29, 1860. 


“1 mean to be master, or, I should say, mis- 
| tress in my own house. So, with that idea, I ° 


have recently purchased a husband beater, in 
the shape ofa whip. It is needless to say my 
husband is now thoroughly under my control.” 
—Extract from Letter of a Young Lady. 


“What's the matter, Buggs? You're louk- 
ing happy! Mother-in-law dead ?” She. No orders to-lay, thank you! 

“No, my boy; just heard my tailor’s laid up (Exit, in disgust, of Pofins at being taken for a traveller in the 

with the small pox, and not likely to recover. grocery department, 


_With the small pox, and mot Hikely to recover,” | COCO OE 
{ 4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those of her friends DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MONS. SERVAIS LE ROY. 


whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


} TOOTSIE'’S FRIBNDS. 


She. Oh, I think the elliptical much the prettier. 
He. Yes; 1 knew you liked a lip tickle, you see. 


And now, as is usual with me in such cases, I will imprint, on the brow of each,» 
paternal salute.”"——(3). “ Not so!" cried M. Le Roy, and, in a twinkle, the Mouldy 
One was enveloped in one of the black robes. With the strength of Sandow he broke 


“Mistare SLOPARE, you do me I'honneur! I am transported!” “Ab, laddie, I 
thought you would be.” “ Yes, Mistare SLUPARE, I have heard your fame. You 
area great A ogres man.” A conscientious blush rose to the peachy cheek of The 

s ti 


} = Wreck, as houghts wandered not far back to the bar of the “Sloper Arms.” | away, and caught a Grace.—(4). “ Dearest," he whispered, “ fiy with me to foreigu 
) No. 158.—M1ss DoRA CLIFFORD. “ Now, sare,” went on M. Servais Le Roy, producing three black robes, “ what do you | parts! My intentions are strictly honourable. We will then instruct proceedinys 
a P think of these?” “Not much.” “Precisely ; but, see!" and M. Le Roy gave each a | for a divorce from my old Dutch clock per wire, and then——"——(5). “ Yes.” And 

Her eyes are brighter than the stars.” — The Dook Snook. whisk, and they immediately assumed the shadowy forms of human beings.——(2). | then M. Ie Roy stretched his hands over A.SLOPER, and from his fingers fell 9 start 

“ T long to press upon her lips a kiss.” —Lord Bob The robes were quickly withdrawn, revealing the three Graces, A. SLOPER stood | shower of billiard balls on to the head of the Eminent, ending with a 2U-1b. shot, which 

; i rooted to the spot, trausported, his heart bounding wildly against his manly brisket. | ran down his nose on to the floor, and, as it rebounded on to his spine, he thought it 


“ Happy the man who gains the love of Dora.” 


—The Hon. Billy, “Laddie!” cried A. SLOPER, with enthusiasm, “you deserve the Queen's Bounty. | time to wish his friend, M. Le Roy, a hasty, but none the less hearty farewell. 
Sines AS ar a a 


THE ELDER LECTURES ON SOCIAL REFORM. 


——~ 


(1). “ Friends,” said the Elder, “ this wretched stuff called whuskey is the ruin uf us; let us pat it (2). When the Laird suddenly made a go for the bottle. (3). And said, when the meeting dispersed in confusion, * De'il tak’ him! [only 
ss and took him at his word and put it away. There's nae satisfying some folks! 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here we are again, friends! In spite of Parnell’s latest stroke of diplomacy (?), I am still able | —Oh, Stanley, you must not defame The g 


tories of the British name :—“ One thousand pounds," 


to come up smiling. Newspaper editors have no cause to grumble now. Stanley controversies, soon will pay :—The Tichborne claimant shines a star 


1umpstead murders and O'Shea divorce cases are not every day occurrences, On we go:—We here | At Birmingham, behind the bar :—For charity, the monk goes round Regaling us with mournful 
lehuld the man and bear Whose motto is begone, dull care!—The gay Parnell, in lover's guise, The | sound.—The disgusting tale, unfolded to us by the once great Stanley, is horrible. Could Englishmen 
usual entrance doth despise :—The gallant Grossmith, as is seen, Amuses vur most gracious Queen: | be guilty of such outrageous conduct? Emphatically, no!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


quoth Bancroft gay, “ To Gen'ral Booth, 


AND DO MEN LOVE THESE BEINGSP 


“poofkins gets out of the frying pan, but little knows what a bright 
fu. uwaits him onthe other side of the wall, iu the shape of a big 
Unmuazled bulldug. 


“ How do you spell ‘pin’ ?” 

“ P-e-n, sir!” 

“P-i-n, my lad. There’san‘I' in pin!” 

“ Sure, sir! I thought there was onlv eves {n needles.” 


_- 


Captain Ricochet, Why don't you have a heavier mount, Major 


+ Theat din at feet. O Gormandizer ? 
He. You can give me no hope ? nen let me die at your q ¥ 2 eat ; , P 
ly She. For f sake, don't! We Lave given Julu » buliday, so there would be no one to Major O' Gormandizer. Why, d ye ise, bhig hor» is luike a big 
“ Bless her dear little ‘eart! I knew she'd look back at me.” Temove your body from the roow ! Lat, it wants such a dale o' stuffin'! 


an - . . 


prev eate f NERO Si Sy Se Fe Aen ats. Ad MARC Mca MA A ae icant Ht a": i Bias le - 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
SS 
DON'T BE ALARMED ON DECEMBER 8TH! 

WE have, in the last two numbers of this effete journal, en- 
deavoured faintly to describe some ui the attractions to be found 
in “ALLY SLOPER'S 
CHRISTMAS HOLI- 
pays.” In ad- 
dition to thealmost 
incredible phe- 
nomena already 
mentioned, we 
shall give a large 
Double e Plate, 
by W. F. Thomas, 
entitled, “ Christ- 
mas Day at Slo- 
ver's,” a Cartoon 
py the same artist, 
entitled, “Christ- 
mas Waits,” and no 
less than ninety 
new and_ original 

ictures, v¢ SLo- 
PER'sWorld Famed 
Staff, illustrating 
everything you can 
imagine _connect- 
ed with the festive 
season. Hal Lud- 
low’s drawing of 
“Boxing Night at 
the ‘Friv.’” will 
make the mouths 
of the Gaiety 
mashers water—in 
fact, it is expected 
that the entire Toothpick Lrigade, when they see this picture, 
will fall down on their knees and worship at the shrine of the 
three graces, Tvuotsie, Tottie and Lardi. The literary portion of 
this Mammotn Twopenn’orth has been churned out by twelve 
different writers, and their wheezes, stories and poems are guaran- 
teed by A. SLOPER to bring boisterous merriment into the saddest 
and most lugubrious home. Next week we may casually allude 
to this subject once more, Meantime, let us again observe that 
Twopence is the price, and December 8th the day. 


ALLY, 
SLOPER'S 


xMAS 
HOLIDAY’S 


* 
£1:1:0 and the “SLopen AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
presented to W. S. BARKER, The Caoperage, Great Yarmouth, for 
the best nursery rhyme, having for its tirst line the words, “ A Lord 
Mayor of London named Savory.” 
A Lord Mayor of London named Savory, 
Who's down upon all kinds of knavery, 
Has raised up from zero’ 
The hopes of each hero 
Left of Crimean fame, dash and bravery. 


s 

We are all ready to admit the attractiveness of the belle 
Américain. Indeed, the ease with which she secures the prizes in 
the English matrimonial imarket 
furnishes us with ample proof, but 
the boast that her complexion 
is better, her skin clearer, and 
that she does not use powder and 
paint tothe extent that an English- 
woman (oes, is certainly an idle one, 
for it has been statistically cal- 
culated that in America no less a 
sum than 12,000,000 dollars is ex- 
pended annually in the purchase of 
cosmetics. How's that for high? 


* 

A. SLOPER is surprised to find 
that some of his friends are send- 
ing in cuttings from Ally- 
Campane,” referring to the £1,000 
competition started last May. 
Surely everyone must have 
that the Government put a stop to 
the Competition, and fined ALLY 
two bob for infringing the Lottery 
Act. Anyhow, enough publicity 
was given to the proceedings at 
Bow Street to convince the dullest 
person that the thing had come 
to an end. The F.O.M. did his 
best at the time to announce the 
fact, and he is very sorry if any 
of his supporters have misunder- 
stood him. In “ALLY SLOPER's 
CuristTMAs HoLmpays,” ready 
Monday, December sth, there is a £1,000 Prize offered, which, 
thanks to the colossal intellect of the Mildewed Fabric, is not 
affected by any Act of Parliament yet in existence. 

* 


* 

PAUL MERITT, with every feeling of loyalty about him, recently 
sent a copy of “ Loaded Dice,” “The Round Table Annual,” to H.R.H. 
the Prince of Wales and received the following reply :—MARL- 
BOROUGH HOUSE, PALL MALL,S.W,, 11th Nocember,1800, “Sir, lam 
desired by the Prince of Wales to acknowledge the receipt of your 
letter of the 8th instant, and to convey to you in re ly the expres- 
sion of his thanks for the copy of your novelette (“ Loaded Dice") 
which you have been so good as to transmit for his Royal Highness’ 
ucceptance. 1 am, sir, your obedient servant, FRANCIS KNOLLYs.” 
Good old Paul is awfully cocky about it, and talks of sending a 
copy to all the crowned heads of Europe. 

= 


. 

Mr. BEERBOHM TREE has given a fresh impetus to budding 
dramatic talent. It ishis intention at every available opportunity 
to produce a new 

lay, which will 

enacted on 
Monday _ nights 
ouly. It is a 
novel departure, 
but it is a depar- 
ture in the right 
direction, and it 
is to be hoped Mr. 
Tree will reap his 
reward in know- 
ing that his 
) scheme has been 
the means of 
euriching dra- 
matic litera- 
ture man 
foma © ose bril- 
iancy would but 
for him never 
have been dis- 
covered. Beau 
Austin, which is 
f! the play with 
: : A which Mr. Tree 
inaugurated these series of special Monday nights, is cer- 
tainly not a jewel, yet possessing the inestimable advantage of 
interpretation by so clever a company as that retained at the Hay- 
market, many of its imperfections were not so palpable as they 
would otherwise have been. Asa picturesque illustration of society 
during the latter part of the Georzian eri it is worth sceing. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


MAORI womanhood is dying off fast, and for this result English 
to 


0 BO 


loveliness has to be thanked. Although greatly pressed 
by a number of female missionarie:, the ; 
feminine portion of the Maori race have 
flatly refused to wear skirts, but seeing 
that the missionaries in question them- 
selves wore corsets, they were immedi- 
ately seized with an infatuation to possess 

them: and now every Maori woman is seen 
wearing one of those articles so dear to the 
the heart or waist of the average British 
female. Of course, the Maori ladies have 
never been used to tight lacing, the cloth- 
ing provided by Nature generally suiting 
their simple habits, so, as they require the 
efforts of five or six men to tighten them 
in, they are dying off by hundreds, 


On the evening of Lord Mayor's Day 
as is his wont, A. SLOPER and those of 
the Family who were not cooling their 
brows in the village police station, man- 
aged to pass the turnstiles of the Royal 
Aquarium at Westminster. There was a 
big crowd to meet the illustrious visitors. 
and the merry SLOPER Pipe was passed 
freely around. Beyond the fact that the 
Friend of Man, while giving a graphic 
description of the Balaclava harge, fell 
into Professor Beckwith's tank, every- 
thing passed off without a hitch. 


IN response to a pressing invitation, 
the Fibrous Fabric and other members of 


ACCORDING to recent statistics, the marriage rate of England has 
greatly increased lately, in some provincial towns as much as ten 
per cent. This improvement has been put down to a variety of 
causes, amongst which, A. SLOPER regrets to say, his daughter's 
matrimonial agency has not been placed. 

= 


PARLIAMENT has again met, and once more are the natives of 
Westminster made melancholy by the unearthly shrieking of a 
ribald rabble, desiz- : 
nating itself the 
House of Com- 
mons, The lobby 
rumour at present 
is that the House 
will oe ed half the 
session in passing 
a vote of condo- 
lence to the erring 
Parnell: whether 
this rumour is 
founded on fact we 
cannot say. But 
the ways of Parlia- 
ment, as at present 
constructed, were 
ever curious, and we 
should not be sur- 
prised even were 
they to pass an act 
commanding the 
Chief Commission- 
er of Police to arrest 
the sun’s rays, Of 
course the Eminent 
is at present very 
busy drawing up 
bills for the perusal 
of the ouse ; 
whether those bills will get further than the bar—we mean the bar 
of the “Sloper Arms "—we cannot say ; but, at anyrate, A. SLOPER 
means well, and that cannut be said of every member of the House 
of Commons, ** 

= 


“To be or not to be, that is the question.” A. SLOPER has not 
yet made up his mind whether to mys the proceeds of his “ CHRIST- 
mas HOLIDAYS” towards General Booth’s Fund, or to have a good 
old bender with Mr. McGooshlick (hie) instead. 


s 
Wat cher, Parnell! “Another injustice to Oireland,” we 
suppose. ** 


How about “ Parnellism and Crime "now? Begorrah! Bedad! 


s 
THERE is no truth in the report that Charles Stuart Preston-Fox- 
Smith-Parnell’s favourite song is, “ Shea's my Sweetheart.” 
ss 
cd 


ALLY’s readers who take an interest in things theatrical and 

who love pictures of pretty girls (this last observation refers more 
to single men, or married men Pa 
whose wives are out of town, gee 
than to the fair sex themselves), 
should go immediately to the 
nearest Bookseller or Railway 
Bookstall and purchase for a 
shilling “Judy’s Annual,” for 
1891. “Behind the Scenes,” as 
the book is called, contains 
thirty-two stories by the follow- 
ing actors and actresses :—Mrs. 
Bernard-Beere, T. B. Thalberg, 
Tillie Wadman, Wilson Barrett, 
Alma Stanley, William Blakeley, 
Rosina Brandram, _ Frederick 
Kaye, Gertrude Warden, W. H. 
Denny, Charles Collette, Weedon 
Grossmith, Amy Roselle, W 
Lestocq, Lionel Rignold, Clara 
Jecks, Arthur Dacre, Maud 
Milton, Howard Paul, Albert 
Chevalier, Charles Coborn, Rut- 
land Barrington, Violet Melnotte, 
Harry Nicholls, May Whitty, 
John Tresahar, Cyril Maude, 
Agnes Hewitt, Charles Warner, 
W. 8. Penley, Jessie Bond and 
Richard- Henry, each of those 
named contributing one story. 
The cover, by J. Bernard Part- 
ridge, represents a pretty Chorus 
Girl and 9. Masher behind the 
scenes, and is calculated, as 
Lord Bob says, to “fetch ’em.” 
The illustrations to the stories are simply charming and the 
stories themselves most attractive. In A. SLOPER's humble 
opinion “Behind the Scenes” is the best by far of all this year's 
Christmas Annuals, “Ain't the girls jammy, feyther?” quoth 
Alexandry. “Hush, my Ind, your mother approacheth,” whispered 
the Old Man, vuttine the book in his coat tail pocket. 
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[ Saturday, Yovember 2Y, 184g, 
DP yeeeeciine Reams 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING DECEMBER 6TH, 1890, 
—~— 


30th November, 1828.—A paper of this date, says “ 
Plumley, of the New Jun, Pevensey, ey a buck vata Cultiche 
keeps running at large iu his cellar), so fond of strong beer, that 
he laps it as a cat would do milk, and frequently until he becomes 
quite tipsy. This long-eared tippler allows no waste.” i 


lst December, 1664.—The hat-band makers’ wae 
this day incorporated by Charles II. Hats were first tader ee 
Swiss, at Paris, in 1404. They were not made in England until 
1510. There was a stamp duty upon hats from 1784 to 1811. The 
cocked hat survived till nearly the present century. It was su er 
seded by the round one (the chimney-pot or tlower-pot ) during tt ‘ 
French Revolution. Silk hats were first introduced about 182v, ‘a 


2nd December, 1835.—“ Old Lady Salisbury” this day 
perished in a tire at Hatfield, where she bed gone o onl hv 
Christmas holidays, The tirst alarm was given about six in the 
evening by volumes of smoke issuing from her dressing room into 
which she had gone to write some letters. The rest was all conjectur- 
as not a vestige of her body was seen again. She had been one of 
the beauties of her day, and famed for her equestrian exploits 
Till a late period in life she constantly hunted with the Hattield 
hounds, in a sky blue habit, with black velvet collar and a jockey 
cap, the uniform of the hunt, riding as hard and clearing the fences 
with as much ardour as any sportsinan in the field. ; 


8rd December, 1651.—“ ‘Sir Lewis Deves din’d with us,” 
says Evelyn, under this date, “who shew'd me divers pieces of 
broad gold, which, being in his pocket in a tight, preserv'd his lite 
by receiving a musket bullet on them, which seclagtt its violence 
so that it went no further, but made such a stroke on the gold, is 
fix'd the impressions upon one another, battering and bending 
several of them; the bullet itself was tlatted, and retained on it 
the colour of the gold. He assur'd us that of an hundred of them 
which it seems he then had in.his pocket, not one escap'd without 
some blemish.” 

4th December, 1827.—Under this day was reported the 
death of a tine young man, son of the celebrated Mungo Park, in 
the Akimboo country, Whilst here, the annual Yam custom took 
place, i.c., festival. The natives were assembled, as usual, in a 
arge plain, in which stood a Fetish Tree, which was never 
approached except by the priests. Mr. Park mounted this tree, 
“considered sacred,” for the purpose of taking a sketch of the 
group assembled. The King, perceiving his intention, endeavour 
to persuade him from this act, assuring him, if he were guilty of 
such profanation, he could not live long. Mr. Park was not to be 
dissuaded from his intention, and he was a corpse in two days 
after. The Fetish men, no doubt, fearing their power and character 
would be shaken if this impiety pout be done with impunity, 
hastened Mr. Park's death by poison. ‘ 


5th December, 1792.—Mozart, who died this day, played, 
when six years old, in the presence of Francis |. of Austria, The 
Emperor stood beside him, while several behind were 
grouped the court officials. The infant prodigy played until he 
came to the end of the page, and then said, “Turn over quickly, 
sir, or the force of the movement and the beauty of the melody 
will be lost.” Francis laughed, and did as the boy-player told 
him; but the courtiers were amazed at the exhibition of the 
democracy of art. 


6th December, 1870.—By the will of Madame Jeanne 
Cartault, dated this day, was bequeathed the sum of 15,000 francs 
and interest, to provide a marriage portion for the most deservins 
among the working girls of Puteaux. On the 29th January, 1871. 
the first “ Rosiére” was crowned, and presented with 750 frauc-. 
“ Her quiet, modest demeanour well became her pale but interest- 
ing face. Her name, Eugénie Bouillard, was inscribed on the 
virgin page of the Licre d'Or des Rosiéres de Puteaur, and her 
autograph signature was written beneath it with a somewhat 
treinbling hand.” The bridegroom stood by grinning. 


A “FIZZ"-ICAL GRIEF. 
A TERRIBLE rumour has spread, 
And throughout our nation caused dread , 

Yea, doubled up many with sorrow. 

‘Tis this (oh! our tears ne’er will cense) : 
The champagne crop doth daily decrease ! 

Oh! where sweet relief cau we borrow? 

A statement most shocking it is, 
This report re the failure of “fizz” 

(ALLY ne'er to that wine was disdainful '). 
Oh! this news which is breathed in one’s ear— 
Just when Lhe | parties are near— 

1s really most sad and (cham)-pagne-ful ! 


oo 


RETALIATION. 

WE expect there'll be a row over this paragraph, but we mean!» 
insert vay need The Old Man would not give usa fortnight’s hol 
day during the season. “ We have ascertained that the three gentl:- 
men who went out fishing on Friday, and were four hours and a halt 
rowing back—a distance of a quarter of a mile—in consequence ot 
having forgotten to pull up their anchor previous to starting on 
their return, were three obscure London journalists, whose times 
are entered at their hotel as SLOPER, McGuoseley and Moses."— 
Mudford-upon-Ovze Gazette. 


SS 


WHAT SAVED HIM. 

Lushington. 1 say, you know how awfully tight McGooseley was 
when he left us the other night? 

De Boozer. Fullas a goat. " 

Lushington, Well, on his way home he managed to tumble into 
the river. : 

De Boozer, Good gracious! poor old fellow! Was he drowned: 

Lushangton, Not quite. The policeman who picked him out told 
me he would have been, only fe was so ful of whisky, that there 
was no room for the water to get in. 


es 


COULDN'T LET THE SHOP REST. 

HE was a comic journalist, and he had taken his little daughter 
of eleven summers to see a circus, And how she laughed and 
clap her pretty little hands when the policeman belaboured the 
sawdust clown, that the living article had substituted at the last 
moment. When the dummy’s head “busted,” and the stutflivs 
came out, she could hardly sit for laughing. 

“Oh look, papa, oh du look! See what has happened!” i 

“That is what newspaper men call a ‘ burst of mirth, " rejuine 
the wretched man, secretly wondering whether “ SLOPER had yet 
“ gone to press.” 


” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 
will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pr 


£15 prictor of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, tag 
next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway ety in 
on duty excepted) who should happen to meet with his or her ee 
in a Railway Accident, in any part? of the United Kenge 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER's | ; a 
Hoipay " is found upon the Deceased at the time of the Acculen’- 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HoLipay” és published throughou’ 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 0 cluck, and Let 
Insurance laste one week from that time, expiring at 8 vcler 

the following Thursday morning. 
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Saturday, November 29 1890.) 
THE CRAVAT CAMERA. 


(A Ditty For DETECTIVES.) 


[r The latest detective camera,” says the Amateur Photographer, “is the 
Necktie’ ” It isa hght and flat metallic camera, which is concealed under a 


large necktie, of which the lens forms the pin.) 


BEHOLD, 1'm a “tec.” of 
talents trim, 
A cautious clue-dis- 
cov'rer ; 
Much vigour! show,and 
likewise * vim,” 
When around I am a 
hov'rer. 
And when a suspected 
party's phiz 


This camera in my 
necktie. 


REFRAIN. 
With this lens that's as 
good as they make 


‘em, 
Just as they are I take 
‘em, 
I collar their counten- 
ance pat, 
When criminals I'd de- 
tect, 
Just focus this jens in my necktie— 
My camera-cum-cravat. 


When my marvellous mind becomes impressed 
With the “chivey " of someone lurking, 

This little button upon my breast 
Sets the apparatus working. 

Thus suspected faces for future use 
I take with a ‘cute and correct eye; 

Lots of photos all ready at once to produce 
I've got from my camera necktie ! 


With this lens, that’s as good as they make ‘em, etc. 


‘ BUT TOO TRUE, ALAS! 

Our Parson, Yes, this is truly a most delightful spot—so peace- 
ful and retired from the busy haunts of men. We forget the strife 
of faction, and our lives away in the exercise of Christian 
charity and brotherly love. Ah! 

Friend, Oh, yes; and who lives in that house? 

Our Parson. Oh, his name is Jones, or Bones, or some such 
name: but he is in trade, so, of course, we don't visit him. 

Friend. Ah, of course not! And who resides there in that other 
honse? 

Our Parson. Oh, that fellow is a dissenter—a most pestilentia! 
vagabond. One of those fellows who claim equal rights with us, 
you know, Re-diculous ! 


-- §SLOPER’S PRESENTS. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it to:— 


ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelope whether it is a Lady or Gentleman applying, 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” November 29th, 1890. 


Name... 


Address 


Want * 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
200th WEEK. 


LIST FOR NOVEMBER 18th. 
The following “ Presents" have been made :— 
1, FLORA COUPER, 130 High Street, LANGLEY MOOR. 
A COPPER EETTLE. 
2, THOMAS KENDALL, Conservative Club, 
A BILLIARD CUE AND CASE. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
cium free of charge, provided the 
Nuder's Nameand Address are inclosed, 
wt for publication, but as a guarantee 
“f quod faith, Tootsie undertakes to 
forward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the adver- 
tisements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.Cc, 


Oi STANCE and VERA, aged re- 

spectively 23 and 19, would like to corres- 
Tond with two young gentlemen. Must be good- 
looking and well educated. Money no object if 
acharmer, Constance is dark, and considered 
very Pretty, and Vera is fair, brown eyes, jolly, 
and a loving disposition, Address, in confidenee, 
thelc sins photo if possible, to “CONSTANCE ” oF 

Vita,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency, 


TRURO. 


Nit 


Re aim EpDITH (Aged 19). 
SeoTcH COMMERCIAL GENTLEMAN, aged 25, height 5 ft. 9 


in., dark, very musical and artistic, wishes to correspond, with a view to 
Pnmony, with a young laly of similar tastes and of domestic habits. 
a “ iealred. Address, in strictest coutidence, to “A. E. W.,” Tootsie’s Matri- 
a onial Agency, 


(4 UADYS, aged 21, rather tall. dark, considered good-looking, 
; Wishes to correspon] with a gentleman with view to matrimony. She is 
“roughly domesticated, and of a loving disposition. Photos, if inclosed, 
‘1 be returned, in confidence, Please address—* GLADYS," Tootsie’s Matri- 
wonial Agency, 


tp = Sera Pe a a a UR Er RO TT 
| HE ADVERTISER, aged 26, tall, fair, nice looking, in good posi- 

tion, commercially and socially, desires acquaintance of young lady, resident 
tland, who must be well educated and of an affectionate disposition. Address, 
photo, in confidence, * AMPHION,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


In See 


with 


A YOUNG LADY, tall, dark, generally considered very good 
Bs looking, aged 23, desires to correspond with a gentlemanly fellow, aged 
stween 24 and 30, money no object ; would be pleased to exchange photos, if 
“utloman will kindly take the initiative. Address—* A. L. B.,” Tootsie’s Matri- 


x ‘nial Agency, 

A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, aged 23, tall, dark and good looking, 

Biss would like to correspond with a young lady, having not less than £70 a 
“rin her ewn right. Address, incinsing photo, which will be returned if 
“ed, “ZABALUCS, Tuotsie’s Matrimonial Agency, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


aoe 
STAPLE INN, HOLBORN, November 20th, 1890. 

_ DEAR S1R,—In a recent issue you made use of the expres- 
sion, “ Kibosh his blooming head,” and, although the meaning 
is plain enough, still, as [ have never before come across the 
word “ Kibosh,” I should be much obliged if you would inform 
me anything you know of its derivation, and also, how to 
pronounce it, i.e., whether the é is long or short, and whether the 
accent is on the first syllable or last. | think the expression 
ce 4 precious, in Lancashire we should say, “ Purr his blasted 
yead.” Yours is more retined. Yours faithfully, 

VPHILOLOGIST. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No, 37.—HE PassEs AN OPINION AND A BAD SHILLING. 


By some mystical processes (which, on receipt 
Of seven stamps, he'll declare to the fair,) 
He had whitened his boko, and shortened his feet, 
And made golden his carrotty hair. 
And more proud than its wont was his ever-proud micn, 
And his head was an inch or so higher, 
As he blandly set out for the home of our Queen 
By her Majesty's special desire. 


The Omnibus Pirate in vain touched his hat 
To the Light of the Ages that morn, 
For The Eminent, bound on an errand like that. 
Held the trumpery ‘buses in scorn. 
“Since I'm going to wait on a dame so august 
(And I've got a bad shilling, | know 2 
To the boundless expense—though my firm it should bust— 
Of acab I will cheerfully go!" 


Soon he stood in the Presence, eternally calm, 
Yet his heart throbbed with worship profound, 
And he made Her Moat Gracious a courtly salaam, 

Then he threw himself pail on the ground. 
“If your Majesty only will graciously aulge 
With the tip of your boot to let fly 
At the Rubbish before you thus modestly lain, 
Then the Rubbish can happily die!” 


And Her Majesty laughed a low laugh in her glee: 
“Nay, arise, faithful SLopRrR, arise : 

In good sooth it is we who should humble to thee, 
For thy wit and thy wisdom we prize. 

Our sublime legislatora (whom Providence bless !) 
On the twenty-fifth instant wi!l meet ; 

And thy sage admonition anent Our Address 
To Our Commons and Lords we entreat !"” 


So the Wizard arose, and bent forward to take 
From Her Majesty's own gentle hand 

The MS. of the speech she intended to make, 
Which, with critical ‘cuteness, he scanned. 

As he murmured anon, “ Please your Highness, ‘twill do! 
Had I penned it myself I could not : m 

Have expressed it more pat. Yet there's one thing which you 
Might insert—'twould improve it 4 lot !” 


“What is that, trusty SLOPER?” our Lady inquired ; 
“ Why, ‘twould sharpen the brains, mum, I know, 

Of both Commons and Lords if you kindly desired 
Them to read * ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-Ho———” 

Then the Queen waved her hand, and it struck the Galoot 
All at once that a train he must catch, 

But—we notice the print of a menial’s boot 
Ona certain historical patch! 

And when SLOPER got into tke street, from his large 
And beneficent heart rose a sob, 

For that cabman was waiting to give him in charge 
For presenting a counterfeit bob! 

ee ee 


A GRAVE ERROR. 


A LITTLE carelessness in speaking sometimes results in the most 
remarkable results. A clergyman was preaching the other Sunday 
about Death being no respecter of persons, and all went well until 
he made the assertion that, “in the grave, brethren, we shall all 
find a rad deril.” He wondered at the strange effect he had _pro- 
duced upon the congregation, and at evening service he explained 
that he had meant “dead levei.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S POOR BOX. 
pe 
*.* Subscribers of not less than a Shilling will receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet pe Photograph of A, SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. a 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £59 10s. 84d. 


ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; C. B. JACKSON, 1s.; “ Poor 
MAN,” lad.; J. RENSHAW, 58.; W. CAMPBELL, 3d.; M. T., 6d.; W. J. HAINE, 1s.; 
EDWARD SAVILLE, 18.; H. RADCLIFFE, 1s.; CHAS. RENSHAW, 1s. 3d. 


Making a total received up to November 18th, 1890—£61 1s, 10d. 


TWOPENCE. 
READY MONDAY, DECEMBER 8th, 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS, 
Containing 
A PRIZE OF £1,000, 
SIXTEEN PAGES OF PICTURES AND READING, 
all about Christmas, 

A CaRTOON, BY W. F. TOMAS, 
CHRISTMAS WATTS, 
A DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLOW, 

BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 
A CHARMING SONG, 
“THE HAPPY HEART,” 


Specially written by ALFRED CELLIER, composer of “Queen of 
My Heart.” 


A PRIZE OF £285, 


AND A LARGE DOUBLE PLATE, BY W. F. Toomas, 


CHRISTMAS DAY AT SLOPER’S. 


‘10,000 SLOPER CHRISTMAS CARDS, 
Beautifully printed in Chromo-lithography, will be given away 
with this Extra Special Number, 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, E.C. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A NET that catches mental food for our Sunday's break fast-table 
—Dago-net. 

A GENUINE “GLOVE” FIGHT — Tootsie trying to kiss the 
mashers under the mistletoe. (N.B.—This was intended for our 
Christmas Number, but the Demon Compositor has slipped it in 
here without our knowledge or consent.) 

A MUSICAL instrument that Mr. Justice Butt wouldn't like—The 
sack-Butt. 

“ THE masher's mashed,” as Tootsie said when her father kicked 
an unwelcome auitor downstairs, 


———$—— 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


JOHN MUNCHEN’S LIVER. 


(THE MELANCHOLY TALE OF SEVERAL CHEERFUL DoGs.) 


— 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE dog was dried, and by the time the operation was concluded, 
Mr. Munchen felt that he had had enough exercise for one day. 
Next day he tried a walk with the animal. Asan aid to exercise 
he found it remarkably useful, Thrice he had to chase that dog 


Wi 


al. 


Rinsed the poodle out in cold water. 


half a mile, in order to tell it that the wheel of a butcher's cart was 
not something to eat, and three times it disagreed with another dog 
about religion, or politics, or something, and howled bitterly during 
the time it had the undergrip. 

When Mr. Munchen got home and examined that dog, he found 
that it required washing once more. The amount of dirt it had 
collected during the time it was diacussing with other dogs was 
quite appalling. Mr. Munchen decided to let the job stand over 
till next day, and next day he proceeded once more to get out the 
tub, Altogether, he was inclined to admit that there was just 
enough exercise for one person ina poodle dog. Once more he 
filled in the water, but this time he determined to be more cautious 
with the soap. He did not desire that he should once more have 
to utilize the hose-pipe to explore such a mountain of soap as had 
been evolved on the previous occasion. And so at first he rubbed 
cautiously, and but little lather came. Then he rubbed more and 
more vigorously, and only a little lather came. Mr. Munchen came 
to the conclusion that the previous mass of soapsuds had been due 
to something on the skin of the dog before washing, and the vigo- 
rous tubbing the animal had got, had cleared it off the animal's 
hide. So he rubbed away briskly and cheerfully, rinsed the poodle 


It was not the same dog. 


out in cold water, and then wrapped it into a towcl as big asa bed- 
quilt in order to dry it. . ‘ 

There were ten minutes of brisk rubbing, during which the dog 
was singularly silent, although envelo in the towel. Then the 
cloth was unrolled, and the dog was disclosed. 

It was not the same dog. There wasn't a hair on its body, only a 
smooth plain of Ee skin. The dog was as bald asa razor-strop, and 
what had lately been its clothes was a mass of fluff. 

The dog looked Soy d round at its recent flea pasture, lay down, 

ul 


and, fixing a reproachful eye on Mr. Munchen, it gave one spas- 
modic kick and died. 
It was sad. It was mysterious. 


Then Mr. Munchen sprang at the soap. He saw it all. He had 
used the wrong soap, for there, on the tablet, still boldly outlined, 
were the fatal words—* WON'T WasH Docs.” 

Won't wash dogs! 

The soap, then, was an exclusive one, and, while there were 
several things it would wash, there were points at which it drew 
the line, an dogs was one of them. Drawing the line too closely 
has frequently been fatal to dogs in other ways besides soap. 

The bereaved Munchen decided that he would take his next day's 
exercise in burying that dog, and, with this view, he borrowed a 
pickaxe and 
spade, and for 
a couple of 
hours he 
toiled and 
sweated at 
the operation 
of boring a 
hole into crea- 
tion. When 
he started, he 
proposed to 
make it seven 
feet deep; 
when he hi 
been digging 
for about 
three quarters - 
of an hour he 
concluded 
that five feet 
would be 
deep enough ; 
and at theen 
of the second 
hour, he cone . 
cluded that 
the hole 
would do, al- 
though hehad 
to tie a strin 
round the tai 
of the dog, , . 
with a view to keeping it undergound. Then he filled up the hole w ith 
the earth he had excavated, and rested, while he reflected on the 
remarkable amount of solid exercise which could be obtained from 


= 
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Reflection. 


THE HEAD OF EVERY FirM—The letter F, one dog. (To be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


UNAPPRECIATED GENEROSITY. 
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McG roseley. What saysh? a shilling a weeksh fora 
goose and three bottlesh of brandy (Aie), Al’ ri’, ol’ 
boysh, put me down four shares, 


No. 179.— Mr. H. M. STANLEY, F.O.S, 


© Despite the fact that the featnres of Mr. H. M. Stanley must, 
by this time, have become depressingly familiar to everyone, we 
once more portray them, as the ‘Gallery * could hardly be con- | 
sidered complete without a portrait of one who once occupied | 
so elevate! a position in the estimation of the public, But to 
biographize —Stanley was not a nice boy at school, his tendency . 3 = | 
to make mistakes and put the blame upon his schoolfellows, to | 
| 
{ 


relieve (of marbles, toys, etc.) small boys unable to defend them- 
selves, not endearing him to the school authorities, and he left Street Urchin (to old lady, who seems afraid to cross the muddy street). llere you are, mum ; jumpon my back 
the scholastic establishment under a cloud, andafter various ad- 

ventures, his relieving propensities male England too hot to hold a 

him, and he decided that Africa offered a wider field for his 

talents. This was a decided saur pas, as the occupations in MOR E IRIS H oO B ST RU Cc Til (e) N. 
which he coukl have made himself famous are numerous, 

What a success, for instance, he would have been as a 
writer of bloodeurding works of fiction for the adventure 
loving youth of Britain; or again as a commercial traveller, an 
advertising agent, a patent medicine vendor, a showman, indeed, 
any occupation requiring unbounled assumption, vivid imagi- 
nanion, and a not too nice regard for veracity, would have suited 
hitn better than the rile which took him up like a rocket and is 
bringing him down like the stick, Chiefly because he knows 
how to look after number one, he was created F.O.S., and the 
‘Award of Merit’ conferred upon him July 19th, 1890."—Debrett | 
Imvroved, . 


and I'll run yer across for a tanner. 


ARBITRATION. 
“ Yes, I gave him a domino, ‘cause |:e told me I was as lazy as 
tivo policemen! I won't be insulted!” 


| 
| 
| 


(1). Whisht ! Mick, listen here!" whispered Captain McMurphy, of the United thinkin’ if we lave it as it is, it'll forrm an ilegant obstruction,” observed Mick. 
Moonlighters, to his lieutenant ove evening last week ; “Dir ye hear what the Paix, Oi'm not shure, but the murdherin’ express would be after knockin’ it ont 
bhoys were sayin’ at the shebeen ? Balfour's going to Ballythursty to inquoire into ‘o the road,” returned the Captain.— (4).“Bedad, thin! it'll be as firrm asa rock now! 
the threatened whisky drought, by the Ballycrash express! Begor, it’s a chance Oh! Micky, ma bouchal ! there'll be ilegant divarsion on this shpot whin the Bally- 
for us !"——(2). “ Now, a throifie av this discription laid on the loine ought to do crash Express comes along !"-——(5). So there was,too! But it made no difference 
the business entoirely!” “Indade it should,” said Mick.—(3). “Shure, Oi'm to the train, and still less to Mr. Balfour, who wasn’t travelling that way at all. 

ANCIENT AND MODERN. YOUNG HOPEFUL. 


AT BRIGHTON. 
“Another admirer! Ah! this fatal beauty —.” { 


ONIN ‘an PANO OOOO SON 
CIO ASSN VM SO Tey 
RP RON a 

ORK OX9 OaN Sai 


| ; 


“T've found out what makes all those scratches on your face.” “What do you mer" 

- you young imp?” “Why, you used to be shaved by lady barbers; for I heard aunt ba 
that all the girls cut you before she Lad you, and that she was a fool to have anything 

“Nothing new ynder the sun"; or, the 4rk and the Park. do with you.” 


The * Man in Armour” ; or, the haunt of the beef eating brigade. VMTN 


For further information we must refer our readers tothe vicinity 
of the Tower. J 
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